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which gives you the same sense of departed glory as the eleven miles from Delhi to the Kutab Minar, that strange and impressive monument of gigantesque architecture. For many practical and some sentimental reasons the new capital must not get entangled in these ancient ruins, but there are said to be other quite eligible sites either to the south-west or to the east, near the river.
An ardent sanatarian would find consolation if a clean sweep were made of the crowded, dirty, picturesque streets which comprise the chief part of the present city. Smallpox rages in them, and they are an open invitation to the plague, which is never far off. For its own safety and convenience, if for no higher motive, the Government of India will have to do something to cleanse and sweeten the existing city. Yet one cannot imagine the real life of the place shifted far from the two great buildings, or groups of buildings, which make it a place